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that they had scooped this story tw~nty years earlier, and
ran a cover story revealing that Elvis had commurucated
from beyond the grave, explaining that the disappearances
were proof that he had been ~athered by an ~rat~rrestri.al.)
NASA and the Air Force said there weren t any inexplicable or unexplained radar sightings, the National Weather
Service said things were normal, and the White Sox kept
losing (without, by the way, their center fielder, who had
disappeared like pennant hopes on the road trip to Boston).
Cults professing to be able to explain (or to avoid) the
phenomenon sprang up all over, but it was not noticed that
the cults showed any lower incidence of surprising departures than the rest of the population.
May shaded into June and June into July. From pole to
pole, from Terre Haute to Vladivostok, from Darwin .to
Reykjavik people flew away, usually never to be seen again.
Children under four frequently reappeared, however,
sometimes miles from their point of abrupt departure.
Willie Valdez, the flyweight contender, disappeared from
his locker room during his champagne celebration after he
knocked out Djinja Bey, but two minutes later Willie was
back, half a mile away, with a headache and a puzzled
expression. He said he felt like he bad gone fifteen rounds
with a nasty heavyweight, but he didn't have any idea what
had happened.
A lot of people shared Willie Valdez's feeling- and then
slid imperceptibly into sharing little Alice's.
A researcher in Idaho thought he had discovered that
every reported disappearance had occurred when the victim was either eating or drinking, but he himself shot

skyward after taking a healthy bite out of a candy bar he
had pulled from the machine in the laboratory lounge, and
that was the end of the Nason Theory.
Hux Purvis popped the tab on another Bud and
belched. Andy Kruef tipped his own bottle back and let

gravity do the work on the last four ouncesof his beer. The
piny solitude of Lake Simpson was broken only by the
lapping of the water against their rowboat, the sussurance
of the wind in the trees, and the braying honk of their
transistor radio.
"I wanna know what good does it do they keep talking
about disappearances if they can't do nothing about it,"
Hux complained, jigging his worm indolently. "What do
you think all this disappearance stuff is?" In the three
months since the snatchings had begun, neither of the men
had been sober enough to have shared in the general
consternation.
"Spacemen," Andy said owlishly. "It's them spacemen
using space magic on us." He was galvanized for an instant
as his bobber jerked, but the catch was barely five inches
long. "Dammit." He tossed the little fish back, then bent
to capture one of the cans of beer rolling about in the
bottom of the boat.
"Heyl Where'd this one come from?" he said. "We're
not drinking Miller." He picked up the odd can of beer.
Hux Purvis sat open-mouthed for a long time, staring
up into the point in the sky where he had last seen his
buddy.

LEADING ROLES
by Daniel Jenner
There are but a few of us left alive.
We stand anxiously on the crimson stained battlefield,
waiting for the inevitable.
The cold hilt of a bloody sword rests in my hand, as I
turn to face my companions.
Sadly I look upon the fallen corpses of my friends, their
glassy eyes peering endlessly into the ebon mist above.
Slowly, as I stare in horror, their bodies rise from the
ground, and float into the air!
Who must be doing this?
Still they rise, and I am unable to stop them.
Gods, no, please! Bring them back, I shout in a hoarse
voice.
But no one listens.
My friends are gone.
As evening sets, I make camp on the muddy plain.
The damp brush I fight against as I strike my flint over,

and over, and over, but to no avail.
Disgusted, I resign myself to sit in the darkness, and wait
for the night to pass.
I am denied sleep in this godforsaken land, as I lie awake
staring into the blackness around me.
Unwilled, I dream.
Who took them?
Where did they go?
Was it heaven?
Will I go there too when I die?
On the verge of tears, I turn and try to banish such
thoughts from my mind, but I still wonder, is there a God?
Suddenly, I awake to a light, like a sun, filtering through
the mist above.
Instinctively, I collect my things, don my armor, and
buckle my sword.

The Mythic Circle #17, pg.17

For several moments, I stare off into the grayness, not
knowing where to head, but knowing all directions will
lead me to the same destiny.
Slowly, I trod off into the mist.
For many hours I walk, my steps unbidden, my mind
focused on the empty mist which seems to eternally surround me.
My thick, leather boots sinking into the muddy plain
around me are the only sounds in this dead place.
I know not how I stay sane in this land, for the only
distractions are the occasional cool breeze, misplaced step,
or stray thought.
My mind seems focused on a single goal, which remains
to me, a mystery.
Abruptly, something startles me.
My head snaps up, and I gaze around in wonder as the

grayish mist is slowly dispelled, becoming replaced, stroke
by stroke it seems, by a great wide blue sky.
The ground I stand upon suddenly hardens, and on the
once barren plain, sprouts expanses of grass, which grows
up, and up.
As I continue to stare in wonder about me, limbs, then
bark, then bright emerald leaves appear about me, as if
drawn in by some deity's hand.
Rich, luscious trees sprout up from the ground.
My thin lips widen in glee as I gaze up, and up at the
tall oaks, thin spruces, and fragrant pines.
I stare, while the words to express such feelings escape
me.
Yet my mind wanders.
I realize now my purpose, my destiny.
To find the God, to determine who or what is the
higher being.
All this wonder, beauty, its origin must be heavenly.
My quest assigned, I rise and walk once more.
I have been waiting for several hours now, in the fading
light of the amber sun.
When I first heard its cry, I feared for my life.
But now, I despise it.
I know it will come for me, and it is my duty to kill or
be killed.
For to do so will mean the culmination of my destiny.
Ask not how I know, it might be from above, or just a
feeling.
Then come beast, and meet my cold steel.
With a grin, I grip my sword, and wait.
I can see it now.
Its scaled body, ivory horns, taloned hands, lizard tail.
Even as it screams its death cry, I do not fear it.
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Quickly, it rushes forward, and I raise my sword to do
battle.
Gods, what a vicious beast I have met!
I strike it over and over, yet it refuses to fall.
Around me, I hear distant rumbling and crashing.
Several times, I have sunk my steel sword into its form
to the hilt, just to receive a taloned hand across my body.
Like dozens of boulders crashing about me.
Blood seeps freely from both our bodies now, but I
refuse to give up.
They continue as I fight, like a morbid escort to the
grave.
I will fight to the end, I will!
The beast lies dead, slain by my final stroke.
My sword rests embedded in its skull, standing upright,
like a cynical testament to its power.
I however, lie only wounded, mortally.
Our blood, its green, mine crimson, mingles in chaotic
patterns on the hard earth.
My body, bones broken, muscles and tendons slashed,
skin torn, remains but a husk for my soul.
My corpse wishes to die, but my heart refuses.
Not yet.
Not until my quest is answered.
I draw the strength needed for a final gasp.
TAKE ME NOW, LIKE MY FRIENDS, I shout.
You owe me that much, I croak.
The blood drips, slowly, from my open mouth.
Help me, I gurgle.
Please, don't leave me here, with this creature.
You helped my friends, now help me.
But all I can do is think.
Amazingly, I am suddenly lifted off the ground.
My body becomes weightless, and I begin to float.
Slowly, I travel upwards, as if lifted by some mysterious
hand, guiding me into the afterlife.
The beast, its body is being lifted with me also!
I watch it for awhile, until it disappears from sight.
Silently, I turn my head to view my ascent.
I float over a giant plain, and suddenly, as I watch, the
ground fades from underneath me, and I realize it isn't
ground at all.
The tall oaks, pines, and spruces become simple lines
on a grey lined background.
The grass, the soft earth, it disappears also!
What is happening?, I scream.
But no one hears me.
I find I cannot control my limbs, and my body begins

to descend to a large, rectangular brown object.
Confused, I cannot make it out, but I see other figures
inside it, as if caged.
Just as I am placed carefully into my soft white cell, I
catch a glimpse of my friends.
They are alive!
Over here!, I yell.
But they do not respond.
Their pale bodies appear rigid, frozen in their lifelike
positions.
I try to call out to them, but no one hears me.
Slowly, darkness begins to close in, as the sky 1S
changed, from brightness to black.

The faint glimmer of light is almost gone.
Suddenly, like a booming thunder, the voices from
beyond speak.
Good session 8J'YS· Stt you nea Wttk.
No!
I trusted you, I put my faith, my hope in you, and you
betrayed me.
With a sharp crack, the light is gone.
Like the lid of some giant box being closed, I am sealed
m.
Within my padded coffin, I weep.
But no one hears me.

lHERUBY
by Richard Goldstein
Jebril al-Dhimma spat twice, then tightened his grip on
the reins, causing his tired horse to sidle in the empty
narrow street. It was nearing the quiet and precious end of
the day, called the Sigh of the Lord, which J ebril treasured
as well as any man, but he treasured it most from the
perspective of warm cushions by the fire in a good inn.
At last, in the fading light, he saw a sign hanging ahead,
rocking back and forth in the rising Night Wind which was
now slipping in from the desert. In neat letters the sign
proclaimed, "The Inn of Unexpected Blessings."
Jebril dismounted, tied his horse to an iron ring affixed
to the adobe wall, and pushed open the inn's door. He was
a tall and powerful man, wrapped in the robes of the deep
desert. A long scimitar dangled at his side, showing the stains
and marks of frequent use.
Now he faced a darkened room. After a moment he was
just able to discern another man reclining on pillows before
a brazier. This man was looking at Jebril intently, a kif-pipe
in his hand. Jebril stepped into the room, and noted that it
was otherwise empty. Now he stared hard at the man,
because there was something familiar about him. Suddenly,
Jebril recoiled in surprise. He unwrapped his face cloth and
leaned forward.
"Ishaq Sidi Sifyan, is it truly you?" he said in wonder.
"Yes, it is I," said the man, rising. "Greetings, Jibril alDhimma. Even in your robes I could not have missed you.
How have you been?" He grippedJibril's arm. The two men
were of a height, but Ishaq was thin and wiry, Jibril thick
and muscular.
"It is not I whose health is in question," said Jibril. "I
had assumed you were dead." Suddenly Jibril extracted his
arm and stepped back again. "But perhaps you are," he said,
his hand falling to the pommel of his sword. "It occurs to
me that a djinn could easily have taken your form in the

chaos where I last beheld you. Indeed, here you sit alone in
an empty inn, or what appears to be an inn, with not even
the keeper to be seen."
Ishaq laughed then. "Ah, Jibril," he said, "you have not
changed. The inn is not empty, but the public room is,
because it has closed for the night. The keeper is quite
visible, if you had the wit to know it, for you are looking
at him in my person. And as for my escape from chaos, that
is a much longer tale."
Jibril stepped forward again, and touched his friend on
the cheek, as if to be certain his flesh was warm and not hard
and cold. "Well, Ishaq Sidi Sifyan," he said finally, "this may
be a greater magic than if you had risen from the dead, that
you are now an innkeeper. I shall require to hear this tale
of how Ishaq Sidi Sifyan, the great warrior, squeezed himself into the person of an innkeeper. And I must also wonder
what became of the eternal brotherhood we vowed, our
pact to die together in battle and lounge forever in the two
gardens of paradise. Ah, Ishaq, have you forgonen those
heavenly houris? Not," he added thoughtfully, "that there
has been lack of earthly houris for us to share."
"Each man must walk the road he sees before him, and
mine has been as twisting as any," answered Ishaq obliquely.
"But come," he said, pushing Jibril toward a cushion, "if I
am an innkeeper, I am a poor one. Sit. Let me heat some
tea. Do you need food? Then we shall exchange stories,
until dawn, if need be."
Ishaq was not serious in assessing himself as a poor
innkeeper. The appointments of the public room, in which
Jibril now reclined on soft pillows, attested to the profitable
state of the inn. In short order, using the same economy of
movement that had once made him a great swordsman,
Ishaq produced a tray with steaming cups of sweet mint tea,
and bowls of figs, honey-cured dates, and nut-meats in a
savory sauce. This done, Ishaq stepped through an inner
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